THE   VIVIFYING   RAY
the old Cafe Royal, and on the west by the Hogarth
Club. Northwards, it extended perhaps as far as the
Cafe Verrey and southwards scarcely farther than
Piccadilly. A, special light illumined that miniature
.realm, in comparison with which all the surrounding
"tracts were drab and crepuscular, so crepuscular that
even Mr. William Heinemann, who yielded nothing in
brains or enterprise or energy to John Lane, shone with
less, or at least with a different, effulgence.
Even the least significant singers took on importance
and shone with a lustre not their own, and 'quivered
within an intenser ray* when they penetrated into the
glow that radiated, like the petals of a sunflower, from
The Bodley Head. When Norman Gale—to take a
humble instance—published his Country Muse, he was
just a little minor poet of very modest importance indeed,
but when his Orchard Songs, in the apple-green binding,
with cover and title-page designed by whoever it was,
came out from The Bodley Head, he was still, indeed,
a mote, but a visible one; you could see him, with
scores of others, dancing in the sunlight. Dozens of
examples could be.cited. There was the worthy Lord
de Tabley for instance. He, if he did not dance, at
least showed signs of animation for a time, warmed by
the vivifying Bodleian ray. Lane and his Vigo Street
worked a miracle which Lane anywhere else, or anyone else
in Lane's place, would never have achieved. It was, for
once, a case of the time and the place and the lov'd one
all together: the Nineties, Vigo Street and John Lane.
There was another thing from which Lane was provi-
dentially preserved, and that was the 'best-seller'. I
have said that the prevailing note of The Bodley Head
was the note of distinction; and distinction implies some-
thing out of the common urn, something for the small
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